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Barbara comes to her mother's writing table. Cusins enters
smiling, and wanders towards Lady Eritomart.

SARAH {calling} Come in, Cholly. [Lomax enters^ con-
trolling his features very imperfectly, and places himself vaguely
between Sarah and Barbara].

LADY BRITOMART {peremptorily} Sit down, all of you. [They
sit. Cusins crosses to the window and seats himself there. Lomax
takes a chair. Barbara sits at the writing table and Sarah on
the settee}. I done in the least know what you are laughing
at, Adolphus. I am surprised at you, though I expected
nothing better from Charles Lomax.

CUSINS [in a remarkably gentle voice} Barbara has been
trying to teach me the West Ham Salvation March.

LADY BRITOMART. I see nothing to laugh at in that; nor
should you if you are really converted.

CUSINS [sweetly} You were not present. It was really
funny, I believe.

LOMAX. Ripping.

LADY BRITOMART. Be quiet, Charles. Now listen to me,
children. Your father is coming here this evening. [General
stupefaction}.

LOMAX [remonstrating'} Oh I say!

LADY BRITOMART. .You are not called on to say anything,
Charles.

SARAH. Arc you serious, mother?

LADY BRITOMART. Of course I am serious. It is on your
account, Sarah, and also on Charles's. [Silence. Charles looks
painfully unworthy}. I hope you are not going to object,
Barbara.

BARBARA. I! why should I ? My father has a soul to be
saved like anybody else. Hcs quite welcome as far as I
am concerned.

LOMAX [stillremonstrant} But really, dont you know! Oh
I say!

LADY BRITOMART [frigidly} What do you wish to convey,
Charles?

LOMAX. Well, you must admit that this is a bit thick.